FOUR        TALES       BY       ZELIDE

" You will not, I know, do me any violence,"
she said gently, " for you are my master."

Her speech and her tone quieted my vehemence,
and I could only seat her on my knees, support her
head on my shoulder, and, moistening her beauti-
ful hands with my tears, ask her forgiveness again
and again. She continued to pour out her thanks
to me in a manner that showed the reality of her
alarm. Yet her passion and her suffering were in
truth equal to my own, and she would have liked
to be my mistress.

One day I said to her, " You cannot decide to
give yourself, and yet you wish that you had given
yourself."

" That is quite true," she said.
But there was nothing more for me to obtain,
or even to attempt, from this avowal.

Do not apprehend, madam, that all our moments
were painful, and that our situation did not still
have its charms; for, indeed, it had many which
arose perhaps from its strangeness, and from our
privations. The smallest tokens of love kept their
full worth. We never did each other the least
service without joy. To beg a favour was our
manner of expiating an offence, or of causing a
quarrel to be forgotten; it was the way we always
chose, and never in vain. Her caresses, in truth,
procured me more apprehension than pleasure,
but the intimacy that there was between us was
delicious to us both. I was treated sometimes as a
brother, or rather as a sifter, and this privilege I
never ceased to hold dear.
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